an ex-officer who has plenty of authority but too much optimism
and no conspiratorial sense. It became necessary for him to send
a message to Jean-Frangois and he sent him a liaison agent. He,
chose a very young chap without any experience and, instead of
sending him to a relay, he gave him the street address and the
number of the studio. The lad, while waiting between trains, fell
asleep* He was awakened by a comb-out They found my address
on him and he was not able to invent a plausible explanation.
A trap was laid and Lemasque, Felix and Jean-Frangois were
caught. It was only after this that the concierge thought of using
the rug as an alarm-signal.

News of Jean-Frangois.

The police officer questioned him in the studio, having before
him all the reports found on Jean-Frangois, Lemasque and Felix.
Jean-Frangois answered whatever came into his head. Suddenly
he bit the commissaire in the hand so violently that he took a
piece cf his palm off. He seized the documents, knocked over the
two inspectors one on top of the other and went down the stairs
like a hurricane. He got the reports safely to me and has gone
back to the maquis with my instructions.

News of Felix,

On a scrap of onion-skin paper Felix had the address of an
emergency apartment rented in the name of a young girl, where
I would go from time to time in the guise of protector. This
address Felix had written in a code of his own. When questioned,
he managed to interpret die signs as a rendezvous taken on a
certain day and a certain hour in a public square with an important
leader of the resistance. He let this come out with the hesitations,
the evasions and the reticences which were needed for him to be
believed. In the same way he agreed to lead two policemen to
this supposed rendezvous.

He arrived in the middle of the square, leading the policemen
by a few steps. A street-car was just then passing. Felix jumped
in, slipped through and out the other side, where he disappeared
in the crowd*
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